HAVERKAMP'S PLANS AND WAZEMMES'S LOVE AFFAIR.
HE  landing,  which was very small, opened on to
little corridors slightly above its level. The floor consisted of wide and rather warped oak planks, separated by grooves into which you could stick your little finger, and crossed sideways, along the grain of the wood, by cracks half-stuffed with dust and wax. Here and there you could see, squashed and shining, the heads of the big nails that held the planks together, which now seemed to be a part of the wood, like knots tougher than the rest.
One of the doors gave directly upon the landing. Four drawing-pins, stained with rust, fixed a card to it: " Frederic Haverkamp." Wazammes knocked, heard somebody say: " Come in ! " and opened the door cautiously.
Standing on a chair, whose cane seat he had covered with an unfolded newspaper, Haverkamp, in his shirt-sleeves, was engaged in moving piles of newspapers and old documents of all kinds, which weighed down the upper shelves of a plain wood book-case. The room was small and poorly furnished.
"Hallo, it's you, is it? I was expecting you earlier. I can only shake hands with my little finger, because my hands are all dusty."
" I had to call at the workshop, because there was some trouble about brushes that couldn't be found; and I didn't
want it to be said, just when I was leaving, that------"
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